202             AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
creators foresaw that one day it would stand amid th wreckage of yet another catastrophic war?
We raced on, sometimes corkscrewing up mountaii sections, sometimes diverted from the main highway whei it was too badly damaged to pass traffic. Impressions of th unrolling canvas are merged together. The solitary grave o a Gefreiter by the road where we paused to gouge the dus from our bloodshot eyes . . . the jagged hole in a railwa; bridge where a shell had passed clean through . . . th picturesque mountain village of San. Biagio, miraculously left untouched by the passing war, even to the railway static! and the telegraph wires . . . hundreds of American soldier bathing naked in the sea off Terracina.
Now we ceased to talk about Highway Seven. It was th Appian Way of Appius Claudius. Sixteen centuries ago whe: it was building there was war. Now the surface was c asphalt instead of stone blocks and gravel, but there wa still war. Then the enemy was Pyrrhus, King of Epirus now it was Hitler, who, deep in Russia, might have echoei the despairing cry of Pyrrhus as he contemplated the deai after his first victory: "One more such victory and I ar undone." On that May afternoon the Appian Way was ou Victory Way. Stretching like a Dutch dyke across th flooded Pontine marshes, it was pointing to Rome. Drum ming in my head, amid the joy and fear, was a variation c Tennyson: " For men may come and men may go, but war go on for ever."
The road across the marshes was suspiciously deserted We guessed, and hoped, that American, reconnaissance car were ahead because the gaps left by numerous blown bridge had been lilled in with rubble and earth. But there was a lin of low hills to the east where the enemy might easily have few 88-millimetre self-propelled guns ready to take pot shot at anything moving. However, we moved on steadily am there was no trouble. It was plain that the Germans wer retreating as hard and fast as they could go.
Farm buildings, evidence of Mussolini's smallholding scheme, rose above the floods, and occupants rowei from one to another. None of the farms seemed to b damaged.he symbolism, and the marble figure yearned for all suffering humanity. Who among itsris. At the corners, scorched and withered palms stilld hig
